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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear readers,

      Mafia’s Savage Obsession was originally published in 2016 as Savage Vendetta, Fire & Vice book 4. I gave the entire series an update including new covers, new titles, new series title, and an updated proofread. The material remains the same.

      This series is dark romance with strong alpha anti-heroes with jealous possessive tendencies. The women are strong and feisty, not easily wooed by these bad men (hence the captive romance part!).

      Thank you for choosing Mafia’s Savage Obsession. I hope you enjoy!

      XOXO,

      Nikita

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “McKinley, we have your guy in holding,” Detective Gruber said, stopping by his partner’s desk and looking down at the small, serious, dark-haired woman. She was poring over an open file, her elbow on the desk and her body slumped slightly in the chair as though she had been reading for some time.

      When she focused her golden brown eyes on him, he said with a shake of his head, “I hope you know what you’re doing. He’s one mean son of a bitch, and now you’re about to be on his radar. It’s one thing to bring in the minions, but the Boss himself. You’re asking for trouble, woman.”

      Gruber whistled for emphasis.

      Jane McKinley pushed her chair back and looked up at the other officer. The fatigue of reading endless business papers that, so far as she could tell, betrayed no hint of fraud or money laundering, began to fade. Gruber could have been a poster boy for aged cops, broad, shaved head, tired looking with a cynical edge. They were pretty much exact opposites. She grinned and patted his beefy arm affectionately.

      “You know me, Grubs. This badass bitch can handle herself.” She pushed away from her desk and stood next to him. “How long has he been here?”

      “About ten minutes.”

      “Well damn, that’s not nearly long enough.” She grabbed her coat from the back of her chair and reached into a desk drawer for her wallet. “Let’s get some coffee, it’s on me this time.”

      Gruber shook his head at her tactic. Never one to pass up a free snack though, he reached for his coat from the desk opposite hers. “It’s your funeral partner.”

      She smiled absently and flipped the file shut. “Not if I can pin Dennis Yankovich on him. I would be well into my retirement before he saw the light of day again. There’s a special place in solitary with his name on it. Or even better, some rival gang members who’d love to get a piece of him while he’s in the pen.”

      “Down, killer,” Gruber laughed as they left the department and headed out the back door of the police station. “You know better than anyone that Yankovich was scum. The world is a better place without him in it.”

      She nodded her agreement. Dennis Yankovich had really been a piece of work, and not in a good way. “Yeah, but character assessment isn’t our job, murder is.”

      “Sure,” Gruber snorted. “I’m just saying, the guy had enemies. This vendetta you got against the Russian ain’t healthy for either of us. Maybe you should think about cutting him loose and looking elsewhere. Guy’s got a long reach, from what I’ve heard. And you’re pretty short, partner.”

      She stared up at Gruber, skepticism etched in her expression. “He’s just a guy, like any other. You have to stop treating him like some kind of underworld rock star. He’s a bad guy. Period. We can nail him, I know it.”

      “I think the question is, should we,” Gruber said under his breath, holding the door open for her.

      McKinley paid for the coffee at the local police haunt and, handing her partner the black one, picked up the coffee with two creams, one sugar. They sat at their usual table in the corner, moving the chairs so they could both see the door and the other customers in the shop. The cop precaution of never having one’s back to the door was automatic.

      “Sitnikov isn’t going to go down quietly,” Gruber said, taking up his argument again. “Nobody pisses off the Boss and walks away breathing. I heard stories about the things that man will do with his own two hands.”

      She despised the way her partner said the Boss like some kind of hero-worshipping groupie. She’d always hated bullies, and as far as she was concerned, Vladimir Sitnikov was the biggest one of all. He and his like were the reason she was a cop. She hated that Sitnikov ran this city, her city. She wanted him in jail where he belonged.

      “I hope he’s pissed Grubs, I really do. Maybe he’ll slip up this time and I can do what no other detective’s been able to, come up with solid evidence on that slippery son-of-a-bitch.”

      Gruber snorted. “The guy never slips, he’s cold as ice. That’s why nothing’s ever been pinned on him.”

      McKinley tossed back her coffee, enjoying the simple pleasure, a caffeine junkie getting a much needed hit. “Do you have to sound so damn admiring of the bastard? The guy’s a common thug and a brutal murderer. You know that better than anyone, you’ve helped me put this case together. Why the cold feet all of a sudden? It’s like you didn’t think we’d get this far in the case, and now that we have you’re ready to cut him loose?”

      She tried hitting her partner where it hurt, right in the pride. It had to bother him that his 5’3” female partner had more guts to go after this particular bad guy than he did. Nothing doing, he wasn’t taking the bait. Apparently he preferred alive and cowardly over dead and morally superior.

      Gruber shook his head. “I’d rather my feet stay attached to my body, cold or not. Sure, the evidence is pointing straight at Sitnikov, but we both know it’ll slide off him. Just like everything else the department’s tried to pin on the guy.”

      “Not this time, partner,” she murmured huskily, finishing her coffee and staring out the dirty window into the busy city street beyond. She carelessly shoved long bangs off her face and behind an ear. “The department never had me before. This time he’s mine.”

      After a further ten minutes of bantering they finally pushed away from the table and headed back to the station to face the baddest bad guy to ever grace their offices. Vladimir Sitnikov was royalty among the city’s underworld, and he was stewing in their dingy interrogation room thanks to the dogged persistence of Officer Jane McKinley.

      Jane stared intently through the one-way mirror at the man sitting behind a metal table in the windowless room beyond. Despite waiting for nearly an hour, he looked completely unfazed. He was sitting back in the cheap plastic chair, his legs spread at the knees beneath the table, arms crossed over his chest. His head was tilted back, eyes closed. She would have thought he was asleep except for the tension that tightened his muscles almost imperceptibly.

      She looked down at the file she had compiled of her suspect. His passport picture did not do the man justice. It couldn’t even begin to capture the power that emanated from the man’s very pores. Even in repose, he looked as though he could control everything and everyone around him.

      Not me, Jane thought defiantly.

      His license stated his height as 6’2”, almost a foot taller than her. This didn’t bother Jane though, she was used to interrogating criminals and had a power all her own that made up for her lack of height. His rich dark brown hair, interspersed with gray, was cut close against his head, displaying a jagged scar that ran across the left side of his scalp. Another scar bit deep into the side of his jaw and thinned out as it ran down his neck, marring an otherwise good-looking face. His slightly crooked nose and thin, cruel lips dominated a terrifyingly beautiful face. He could have been a handsome man if it weren’t for the leashed violence that seemed to exude from his very being.

      He wore a suit that fit him to perfection. Very expensive. Probably worth more than six month’s salary to her. He was muscular, but lean too. She could see the muscles straining against his expensive shirt where he had rolled the sleeves up his arms and flexed them in front of him. Tattoos banded those arms, covering his wrists and fingers as well. From her vantage point she could see the tattoos that crawled up his neck. One of them was sliced in half by his scar. He had been badly cut after getting inked.

      A shiver raced down Jane’s spine before she could call it back. Vladimir Sitnikov was every nightmarish fantasy she might have had of what a mob boss looked like.

      She was pulling herself together and mentally preparing for what could only become a grueling interview, when his eyes snapped up and bored through the glass right into her. Thick eyebrows slashed over dark, emotionless eyes. The soulless black orbs pierced her and she feared, in that moment, that he knew his accuser stood on the other side of the glass. He nailed her to the spot, like a butterfly being inspected right before a pin was shoved through her vulnerable body. Her heart slammed against her ribcage and she stumbled back a step, clutching the file tightly in her hands. She could feel the heat of his gaze searing her.

      Gruber came up behind her. “Ready for your funeral?” he asked.

      Jane snorted in annoyance, shrugging off a sudden chill, and tossed him a glare. “Let’s go talk to our suspect.” She stressed the word and, tightening her knuckles on the file, reached for the door to the interrogation room.

      One hour later, Jane had nothing. Absolutely nothing.

      As her frustration mounted, she suspected Sitnikov was getting far more from her than she was getting from him. He had spoken once, his deeply accented voice a lazy drawl, “Am I under arrest?”

      When she’d indicated he was not under arrest, he’d refused to speak one more single word. No matter what she and Gruber said or asked, he simply sat silently. And stared. At her.

      His dark eyes never left her face, not even when Gruber spoke. It felt as though he was memorizing every detail. Jane would meet his eyes defiantly, but then have to drop hers in discomfort as the chilling gaze refused to leave her. She felt violated. Worse, she felt hunted. Which was an unacceptable feeling for a detective who was used to doing the hunting.

      “Where were you on the night of August 12th?”

      Nothing.

      “Were you with Dennis Yankovich?”

      Nothing.

      “Did you order the murder of Dennis Yankovich?”

      Nothing.

      “Can you corroborate your whereabouts for the night of August 12th?”

      Still nothing.

      “You were seen walking away from the building at Lexington and Faithful on the evening of August the 12th. Were you in Dennis Yankovich’s apartment?”

      Nothing. Not even a twitch.

      This was her interrogation, dammit! It infuriated her that the more she spoke the more her discomfort level rose. He simply stared at her, his dark eyes boring into her as though etching each feature into his brain so he could examine them later at his leisure. The intensity of his perusal made her feel as though they were the only two people in the room, locked in a battle of wills. He seemed intent on disturbing her, making her feel somehow small and vulnerable. Jane was determined to get some kind of response out of him.

      After an hour of speaking to a man who did nothing more than shift slightly in his seat for comfort and watch her every move with the intensity of a stalking predator, McKinley and Gruber decided to give up and cut their suspect loose. They had agreed prior to bringing him in that he wasn’t a flight risk, despite his impressive bank account. His business was in this town. He wouldn’t leave his empire behind.

      Finally, Jane stood and met his stare head on. “You’re free to go Mr. Sitnikov. For now, please notify us if you have to leave town for any reason.”

      Slowly he put his hands on the table and spread his fingers wide. The heavy, masculine ring he wore on the middle finger of his right hand caught her gaze. It was a thick band with words etched into the silver. She couldn’t see the letters without getting closer. The finger on which the ring sat was crooked at both knuckles, as though it had been broken in two places. He pushed himself to his feet and, in one smooth motion that tore a gasp from the normally unflappable officer’s throat he was in front of her. Gruber looked like he was about to intercede, but Sitnikov did nothing more than he had done for the past few hours. He stared at her, but this time from a much greater height.

      “What is your name?” he finally said, his voice deep and accented. It was less of a question and more of a demand.

      She cleared her suddenly dry throat and said, “I’m Detective McKinley and this is Detective Gruber, if you can think of anything pertinent to our investigation, please give us a call.” She handed him her card, her fingers shaking slightly.

      Sitnikov reached out to take it and captured her hand in a hard grip instead. He squeezed for a second before pulling back with her card. His hand was warm and dry. As though he never for a second worried about being interrogated by two homicide detectives. Jane dropped her hand quickly and squeezed it into a ball at her side so he wouldn’t notice that he had shaken her.

      “What is your given name?” he demanded, his voice hard and crisp.

      Jane’s lips curled in a cold smile. She gave him a dose of what she’d endured for a good portion of the morning. She refused to speak. Instead she turned on her heel and walked out the door, attempting to ignore the eyes that she knew followed her every movement.

      That was how Jane McKinley came to the notice of the most ruthless mob boss her city had ever known.
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        * * *

      

      “Do you want us to take care of the cops boss?”

      Vlad remained silent for a moment, contemplating his next move, before answering Boris’ question. It would be safer to have the woman detective killed, rather than let her continue on her current path. He had been somewhat curious about the cop who had been sniffing around his business for months. She hadn’t posed a real threat before now, thus he had mostly ignored her investigation. He sensed in her an inherent goodness, which combined with the stubbornness of a bloodhound, would eventually lead her to the truth about him. Ordinarily he would offer a bribe at this point or find some blackmail material on the person who was annoying him. He knew with the certainty of a man well used to judging people at a single glance that neither would work on McKinley. She would be as her appearance suggested, untouchable. He pictured the slight curl of her beautiful lips at the suggestion of a bribe.

      That left the only other option he would normally consider, dispose of the problem. But the image of her small, curvy body posed lifelessly didn’t sit well with him. He was not known for his finer emotions, except where his sister was concerned, but Vlad was not surprised that he didn’t want Detective McKinley dead. Something about the woman called to him from the moment he felt her eyes on him through the one-way glass. He would have to find a creative solution to the problem she currently posed, one that would free him to pursue this intense lust he felt for the gorgeous cop.

      “I will take care of the woman, Boris.” Vlad relaxed into the back seat of the luxury SUV and let his eyes wander to the passing city streets. His streets. “You take care of the other.”

      “Of course.”

      Boris did not point out that it was highly unusual for the boss to get his hands dirty with the police, even if he was thinking it. The less contact Vlad had with law enforcement the better. But he would not to speak out of turn. He rather enjoyed keeping his tongue in his mouth. And though Sitnikov didn’t often get his hands dirty these days, Boris knew better than to think the Boss had gotten rusty. Dennis Yankovich would have attested to that if he still had a tongue to tell tales with.

      “No blood. Understood?” Vlad said sharply. “It will not do to go to war with them.”

      “Understood boss.”

      Vlad cracked his knuckles and contemplated the hidden curves of the policewoman underneath her shapeless clothes. One day soon those curves would be revealed to him. His deadly eyes flickered as he thought of all the ways he could bring that stubborn spirit of hers to heel. He hoped that she would fight him, it would make the chase more interesting. Perhaps he would visit her again, make sure he wasn’t imagining the intense attraction that had sizzled between them in the dimly lit interrogation room.

      “We have a message from Russia,” Boris grumbled from the front seat.

      Vlad’s sharp mind instantly switched gears. Business had been good for him in America. The Bratva rarely interfered. “What is it?”

      “Petrov sends his regards,” Boris replied, his voice tense. Vlad didn’t speak, knowing there would be more. “And he will send his youngest son to ensure the friendship is strong. He wishes you to host the boy in your city.”

      Vlad tensed. Petrov had been his mentor and later, when Vlad had outgrown his role as deadly enforcer to the mobster, his business rival and friend. Why would he send his spawn to a city that belonged to Sitnikov? It seemed foolish, yet somehow calculated. “When does he arrive?”

      “He will arrive after the New Year.”

      Vlad had a few months to discover what Petrov wanted in his city before deciding if he would take the young man under his wing or mail him back to his homeland in pieces.
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      Jane unlocked the door to her apartment and disabled the alarm system. She tossed her keys on the kitchen island and reached for an open bottle of wine. She poured herself a healthy dose of the rich, red liquid and sipped it as she made her way to the back of her small living space. She discarded clothes as she went until she stood in only her bra and panties. She barely glanced at her compact body as she passed the full-length mirror on the back of her closet door.

      She stripped off her underwear as she turned the shower on. She took another healthy sip of wine before unclipping her bra and letting it fall to the floor. Stepping into the hot shower, she moaned at the feel of the spray on her skin. Showering was cleansing. It washed away the stress, the sadness and the death of her job. She closed her eyes and let the water soothe her.

      Today the pounding heat of the water hitting her skin wasn’t working the way it usually did. She couldn’t forget the black eyes that hunted her in the interrogation room. Even in the small space of her tiny bathroom she felt those eyes roving over her, pinning her in place against her will. She smacked her palm against the tiles and then hurriedly finished her shower, washing her body before shampooing and conditioning her shoulder length black hair.

      She turned the water off and carefully stepped out of the shower, reaching for the forgetfulness found in her wine glass. She gulped a generous mouthful of wine and pulled her bathrobe from the back of the door. The satin material clung to her wet body like a second skin, covering her from throat to knees. She allowed herself very few luxuries, as her job took up so much of her time, but she thoroughly enjoyed the feel of the royal blue kimono-style robe where it caressed her curves.

      Picking up her now empty wineglass, Jane paused in the doorway of the washroom, studying herself in the mirror. She was comfortable in her own skin, but she wished sometimes she had more padding to her curves. She used to have them. But nowadays when she wasn’t chasing bad guys she was training her body into fitness for the chase. She kept her hair deliberately shoulder length so the straight, black mass could be easily styled when she was in a rush. Which was pretty much every day. Unfortunately, the city she chose to pursue her career in had one of the highest murder rates in the country.

      Jane was in the process of pouring herself a second glance of wine and flicking through TV choices on Netflix when a knock on the door startled her. She frowned. She could count on two fingers the amount of people that knew where she lived. She didn’t have any friends to speak of and the little family she had didn’t come to the city. They preferred the purity of countryside community living. Which left her landlord, Gruber or a stranger at her door.

      Jane swiftly opened the drawer of the cabinet in the hallway where she kept her gun. She pulled it out and flicked the safety off. Approaching the door cautiously, she peeked through the view hole. With a loud gasp, she jumped back. Vladimir Sitnikov stood in the dilapidated hall of her apartment building. Her heart beating loudly, Jane cautiously took another peek, resting her hand against the wood panel of the door. There he stood, bold as day. She watched as he lifted a fist and banged on her door again, louder this time. She jumped back.

      What should she do? What if he was here to kill her? She knew with every fibre of her being that Sitnikov had killed people with his own hands. Was this how he killed Dennis Yankovich? Just walked right up to the door and knocked? It wouldn’t be above him to choke the life out of her for hauling him into a police station and making him wait on her leisure. As confident as Jane was in her own abilities to take down common perps, she knew she likely didn’t stand a chance against a man of Sitnikov’s caliber.

      Yet, if he wanted to murder her, he probably wouldn’t be waiting politely in her hallway while she debated whether or not to shoot him through the door and call it self-defence. If he really wanted her dead, he would have found a way into her apartment while she was sleeping, or have her taken out while she was on her way to work – a traffic accident or the victim of a crossfire gang shooting.

      Taking a deep, shaky breath, Jane cursed her lack of tough cop attire, unlocked the door and opened it a crack. She kept the gun on the other side so he couldn’t see it. His dark, amused eyes met hers. She glared at him and refused to speak. She wanted to demand he tell her why he was there and how he found her, but she would control the situation by remaining silent and forcing him to speak first.

      “Jane McKinley.” His accent caressed her name in a way that made her shiver with sudden heat. He had found out her first name. “I’m not here to hurt you so you can put the gun down.”

      Jane raised an eyebrow and didn’t move.

      “Ah,” he said, nodding. “You do not trust me.”

      She snorted indelicately, still refusing to speak.

      “Fine,” he said, lifting his hand to show her a tiny, feminine ring on his pinky finger. She had been so transfixed by the other more masculine ring he wore she hadn’t seen this one earlier. “I swear to you on the grave of my mother that I will not harm you tonight. Please allow me entry so we may talk. I will leave any time you wish it.”

      Jane’s heart pounded. She knew he chose his words carefully. He wouldn’t harm her tonight. Which meant he considered her to be fair game for future harming. She sensed he was speaking the truth though. From everything she had read and heard about him, his mother was one of the greatest influences in his life besides his younger sister, Anastasia. The death of his beloved mother was, in part, the reason he had become a successful mob boss. Grief was a powerful motivator.

      Knowing that she was safe for the moment, Jane allowed her curiosity to make the choice. She wanted to know what Sitnikov would say to her and if she might be able to trap him into incriminating himself. Standing away from the door, she allowed it to swing open. She gestured for him to enter into her private sanctuary. She brought her gun hand forward to show him that she was indeed carrying.

      “Just to be safe,” she said in as tough a cop voice as she could summon. “I’ve been known to piss people off. I wouldn’t want you accidentally going back on your word if I insult your heritage or something.”

      He didn’t even look at the gun, likely because he was completely comfortable in the presence of deadly weapons. Something they both had in common. Instead, he studied her robed body with intense interest. She shifted uncomfortably and went to cross her arms in front of her body for protection when she remembered she was holding a gun. Sitnikov closed the door firmly behind him and locked it.

      When she frowned he said, “So we won’t be disturbed. I have things I wish to say to you.”

      Jane shrugged. “No one knows where I live. So far you’re the only person, besides trick-or-treaters, that’s come to my door unannounced since I moved in here.”

      He studied her, taking her words into his calculating mind.

      Damn it! She just told a very deadly man that she not only lived alone, but also that she had little or no contact with the outside world when not on the job. Perfect. Way to keep her secrets close to heart. She should probably just draw him a map of her morning commute to the subway so he and his men could decide the best way to take her out.

      “What do you want?” she snapped in annoyance, waving her hand toward the small table and chair set.

      Jane rarely sat at the table, so it was piled up with bills and sundry other papers. Sitnikov pulled a chair out and sat, his tall body settling awkwardly into the cheap plastic chair. Jane sat down directly across from him and laid her gun on the table in front of her. He looked amused at the precaution but didn’t say anything.

      “I asked you a question, Sitnikov,” she spat his name like it was a curse. “What do you want?”

      His thin lips curled up in a cruel smile – though, to be fair, she didn’t think the hard slash of his mouth was made for anything other than cruel expressions. “Ah, Jane, now that is a question with many answers. Few that I think you would enjoy quite yet.” He leaned back, his chair creaking against the worn tile of her kitchen floor.

      Jane rolled her eyes. “I’m definitely not in the mood for word games, Sitnikov. Why the fuck are you here, in my home? One would think that you’d prefer to keep your distance from the cop who’s about to take you down.”

      His eyes narrowed slightly, but otherwise his expression didn’t change. “You have a smart mouth, Jane, you should be careful what you say with it, lest a concerned citizen step in to shut those lovely lips,” he remarked quietly. “Call me Vladimir.”

      “Not in this lifetime, Sit-ni-kov,” she sneered, pronouncing each syllable of his last name deliberately. “Also, I’m pretty sure that was a threat you were uttering. You might want to step lightly while in the presence of a police officer and her gun. I’m pretty sure it wouldn’t be too difficult to claim self-defence if a suspected mob boss were shot in my apartment.”

      A muscle in his strong jaw jumped. The sudden tightening of his body was barely perceptible, except to the eyes of an experienced cop. She’d spent enough time in the interrogation room to know when a man was stopping himself from lunging across the table toward her. She almost smirked at the thought of getting a reaction out of a man like Sitnikov. She really did have a remarkable tendency to piss people off. It was how she had made detective at such a young age. Her dogged determination combined with her take-no-prisoners attitude had impressed the higher ups. Plus, she pissed off her beat sergeant to the point where he was happy to see her promoted and out of his department.

      “I have an offer for you,” Sitnokov said, his dark eyes drinking her in.

      She arched her eyebrow. “This should be good.”

      “Be my mistress.”

      Jane sat frozen in her chair caught between laughter at the absurdity of his proposition, and terror. “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. You would let a cop get that close to you? Just to scratch an itch? You like to live dangerously, don’t you, Sitnikov? Sure, yeah, let’s do it. Can we go back to your place now? Can I have the code to your safe before we get down?”

      His lips curled in a quasi smile at her sarcasm. “No, I would not allow a police detective access to my private life,” he said calmly.

      Jane frowned. “I don’t understand. Supposedly you want to have a fling with me, a detective, but you don’t plan on letting law enforcement near you. I’m not sure how long it’s been for you, but usually that kind of intimacy requires a physical presence. Not that I’m even remotely entertaining the idea of any kind of relationship with you. Not happening, Russian.” She spat the last word.

      He didn’t seem to enjoy the way she spoke to him. His body was rigid in the seat and he seemed to be struggling with himself. She was happy to have a weapon close at hand. She suspected that no one spoke to the Boss the way she just had. Or if they did, they quickly found themselves without a tongue and having silent conversations with fishes. She had to bite her own tongue just from pointing out her original assertion that she tended to annoy people.

      “Listen to my offer, then give your opinion, woman.” He deliberately sneered the last word. His posture was relaxed, but his eyes were sharp, taking in every expression that crossed her features. “You will quit your job and come to live with me. For a time, we will share a home and a bed. I will pay you a monthly fee that will make your current salary look like a child’s allowance. I will also give you a generous settlement and a house once we have finished our association.”

      Jane’s breath caught in her chest and pain blossomed. She felt sudden and intense hatred for the man sitting across from her. It made her feel out of control, something she hadn’t felt for years. Not one to hide her feelings, Jane reached out and picked up the gun. She pointed it at him, flipped the safety off and said, “We’re done with this conversation. You can go now.”

      His dark eyes snapped in fury before he hid it under his usual icy visage. “You do not like my terms, though they are more than generous? Name what it is you want then, I may be willing to negotiate.”

      Jane clenched her teeth and spoke in a furious voice. “I want you to admit to the murder of Dennis Yankovich. On record. Then I want you to go rot in a federal prison somewhere for the rest of your life. In the mean time, you can take your offer and go fuck yourself.”

      He thought for a moment, his body straining in his seat, and then shook his head slightly. “I don’t think I will accommodate that request, no matter how attractive I find you. Put the gun down, Jane. I don’t want you to get hurt.”

      “Fuck you, Sitnikov. Get out of my apartment. Now!” she snapped. “The answer is no. You don’t get to touch me, ever.”

      Sitnikov stood, his long limbs unfolding with the fluidity of a lion rising from rest. Jane stood also, not wanting to feel small or trapped around this predatory man. He stalked around the table toward her. His lean, muscular body tensed with lethal intent. Jane brought the gun up, her grip steady and professional. She snapped, “Stop, don’t you come near me!”

      Rather than waste time responding, Sitnikov stepped swiftly to the side, forcing her to bring her gun arm around. Before the gun settled on him again, he reached out and gripped her wrist in a ruthless hold that made her cry out, and yanked the gun from her grip with his other hand. He moved so quickly Jane didn’t have a chance. He flipped the safety back on and tossed the gun in the direction of her couch.

      “No!” she gasped as he took hold of her arms and hauled her bodily up against his hard chest.

      Jane reacted quickly, twisting in his arms, attempting to break his hold. He lifted her easily off the ground, giving her less space to fight in. Jane slammed her forehead into his face, aiming for his nose. He moved his head to the side, but she still managed to score a solid hit.

      Sitnikov grunted, his cheek and mouth taking the brunt of her hit. His lip split against his tooth and blood spurted down his chin. He twisted her in his arms so her back was pressed against his chest.

      “Enough!” he growled.

      “You promised you wouldn’t hurt me!” Jane snarled, struggling in his unbreakable hold.

      “I have no intention of hurting you, Jane.” His voice was deep and steady against her ear, despite the hit she’d meted out. “But you mistake my intention in coming here. The offer is not contingent on your acceptance. The offer is a bonus for what is inevitable. You will become my mistress.”

      He turned her to face him again, his fingers tightening around her arms. He lifted her up until only the tips of her bare toes touched the floor and she was forced to brace her hands against his hard body for stability. She felt the flexed pectoral muscles under his expensive shirt. His heart beat steadily against her fingertips. He dropped his face towards hers, his lips inches from her mouth. He ignored the blood dripping steadily down his chin and onto his shirt collar.

      Their breaths mingled as tension snapped in the air around them. He smelled like mint with a hint of cigar and vodka. She braced herself against his chest, her fingers digging into the muscles, as she tried ineffectively to push him away. She tried kicking him, but he moved faster, kicking her legs apart and shoving his legs between hers.

      Every self defence maneuver she tried was countered and subdued. She was out of options and trapped in his hold. He seemed to enjoy her fight. There was nothing she could do to stop him. “I don’t want your offer, my answer is no. Now go away!” she hissed. “I knew you were pathetic, Sitnikov, but I had no idea how much. Is this the only way you can pick up women?”

      He laughed shortly and tilted his head until his nose touched the damp, sweet-smelling hair just above her ear, smearing blood on her freshly washed skin. He inhaled and said in a deep voice, “I’m giving you the choice to quit your job at the police service, Jane McKinley. Walk away now and I will reward you. I have money. I can buy you beautiful things. At my side you will know only respect and fine things.”

      “No!” she snapped. “You’re out of your mind, you fucking psychopath!”

      He yanked her up onto her toes and bent his head until their faces nearly touched. He appeared to reach for patience, his lips thinning. “I am giving you this one chance to accept my offer. It is… how do you say… a one-time deal, little cop. If you do not accept now, then you will suffer the consequences of coming to my bed in a much less honourable way.”

      “Fuck you!” she snarled trying to rear back.

      “In good time.”

      “Not in this fucking lifetime you motherfucking son of a bitch. Let me the fuck go!” she snarled at him, her rage and fear making her more reckless than she might have otherwise been in the presence of a criminal boss who had her alone and at his mercy.

      Jane tried to lunge backwards in hopes of knocking him off balance enough so she could go for the gun. She didn’t even care if it looked like self defence any more, she was going to empty that gun into his male chauvinistic ass, reload and then shoot her initials into him. He gripped her by the back of the robe and yanked. The robe was wrenched down her arms trapping them at her side and exposing the pale skin and small rounded breasts of her upper body.

      He took a handful of her black hair and pulled her head back in a brutal grip. He dropped his head so she could see his dark eyes. They finally showed some emotion, a terrible kind of anger mixed with intense lust. The blood on his mouth and chin gave his already terrifying visage an extra sinister twist.

      “You will treat me with respect, woman, or you will find out why I am the most feared man in this city.” He didn’t need to raise his voice to make his message clear. “I am in control now and I will tell you something that I have told no one before.”

      “What?” she snapped, her voice quavering slightly.

      “You test my control.”

      His words were simple, but chilling. They were enough to ensure her silence for the moment.

      “I have killed men. I have beaten and broken men. I have destroyed them and done so with extreme control. I never do anything without control.” His breathing altered, becoming more rapid. As he continued, his voice took on a savage edge. “But you, my fuckable little police woman, test my control. I want things I should not want with you. I want to lose my control with you. I want to keep you, own you, hurt you.”

      Jane’s breath caught in her throat. “You don’t scare me,” she lied. She shivered, a chill coursing across her bared breasts, causing goosebumps to break out and her nipples to harden.

      He laughed. Unpleasantly. Chillingly. “You should be afraid, woman. Because I have never denied myself something I have wanted.”

      She stilled completely and ever so slightly pulled her body away from any contact with his.

      “Da, I see you comprehend.”

      She nodded, daring a look up at him. “What are you going to do?”

      He stared down at her for a moment, his gaze sweeping her throat, breasts and belly with scorching heat, and then allowed the tiniest of frowns to mar his otherwise expressionless cold face. “I am going to deny myself, just this once – for both of our sakes. I will walk away from you, Jane McKinley. I will give you the chance to have your shining career without my interference.”

      “I repeat, what do you want from me?”

      “You need to disappear from my sight, Jane. You need to make yourself scarce.” He spoke next to her ear causing a shiver to trace down her spine. As if he couldn’t help himself, he followed that shiver with one long finger. “You will not seek me out again and you will drop the Dennis Yankovich line of questioning that involves me.”

      Jane had known why he was there from the start. He was threatening her in an elemental way to drop the case against him. She had experienced this before. As a small, attractive female policewoman she had endured her share of rape threats. None quite like this, but she was experienced enough to understand where he was going with this.

      The predictability infuriated her. She wanted to rage at him. Why couldn’t a man just want her for herself, not for what she represented? Not to fuck away a policewoman’s sense of power.

      “What if I don’t?” she spit out glaring up into his face.

      His actions were swift and ruthless.

      Jane barely managed a gasp when he pulled her hair back, forcing her to arch her neck and back, thrusting out her gorgeous, rounded breasts. He devoured her without further touch. She suddenly felt as small as he wanted her to feel and tried to shrink away from him. He wouldn’t allow it and dragged her closer, his eyes tracing her pale breasts down across her flat stomach to her strong thighs still hidden beneath the folds of her robe. She struggled, but he shook her viciously, causing her head to swim.

      “If you do not obey me, there will be consequences, officer McKinley. Consequences you will not enjoy, I promise,” he snapped. “You have declined my generous offer and I have kindly decided to back off, for now. If you continue down your current path, I will give myself free reign to indulge what I am now holding back for your sake. I am not a lover. I am a killer and a loner, a man better left alone. I enjoy hurting other people, Detective. If you pursue me, then I will end the chase my way. I will take you, put you in a cage and I will keep you for my exclusive and particular use. In short, I will break you.”

      His words were so rapid and so accented she had trouble following them. But she understood the gist. “Are you threatening me?”

      “Yes, Jane, I am most definitely threatening you,” he agreed. “But the question is, will you take heed, or will you continue on this reckless course you seem so intent on?”

      She remained silent. She believed him. But she wouldn’t stop. She was close to pinning Yankovich’s murder on him. And now she could add threatening a police officer to his charges.

      As if reading her mind, he gave her the cold smile that seemed to be his signature. “You are very easy to read, my pet,” he said, stroking the hair back from her temple. She jerked her head away, but he ignored the small defiance. “If you must have it your way then I will choose to look forward to the hunt with anticipation.”

      Releasing his grip, he reached down to cover her exposed curves. His fingers shook very slightly, betraying how close to the edge of his control he had reached. She wondered if perhaps, maybe a little, she did test his legendary icy calm. The image of herself forced into slavery to this man sent a shudder rippling through her small frame. Sitnikov smoothed a hand down the front of her robe ensuring it was in place and her modesty was intact.

      “Goodbye, my pet.” His deep, accented voice caressed her. “And forget I exist. It is perhaps better… for both of us.”

      She said nothing. The scariest man she had ever crossed paths with turned and left. She briefly considered shooting him in the back, but was too shaky to go after the gun. Legs wobbling, she sank to the floor of her small apartment, wrapped her arms around her knees and allowed weakness to wash over her. She touched the spot behind her ear where his lips and nose had caressed, and her fingers came away wet with his blood.
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      Jane touched the door of the coffee shop, hesitating with uncharacteristic uncertainty. She despised the feeling. Jane always knew what she was about. She charged through life head-first and made no apologies. She hated the idea that Sitnokov had her emotions so twisted up that she was now doubting herself. Since when did she hesitate while in pursuit of a potential collar?

      Yet, as she watched the small, dark-haired woman on the other side of the glass, she found herself trying to find her usual courage. Her next move could prove extremely deadly. Jane was technically off duty. One of her confidential informants had let her know that the girl she was looking for was on the move. Which lead her to the Knight’s Out coffee shop.

      Taking a deep breath, she opened the door and strode in. She was met with a cacophony of noise. Some kind of board game being played by several customers seemed to be getting out of hand. A blond waitress was tearing them a new one, using language that was colourful to even a cop.

      Jane made a line for the woman sitting at a corner table by herself sipping hot chocolate and messing around on her smartphone.

      “Anastasia Sitnikov?”

      The girl stiffened in her seat, her short blue and black hair swaying. She turned slowly in her seat, one small brow arched over a bright blue eye. Even though most of her face was masked in heavy make-up, Jane could tell she was very lovely. Her delicate features bore only a passing resemblance to those of her brother. If Jane weren’t used to looking for nuances, she might have suspected she had the wrong person. It was the arrogant slant to Anastasia’s eyebrows, a replica of Sitnikov’s heavier brows, that led Jane to believe she did indeed have the right woman.

      Anastasia sighed and scowled.

      “I have nothing to say,” the girl announced, swivelling back around in her chair.

      Always persistent, Jane walked around the table and dropped into the vacant seat, levelling a stern look at the younger woman. “But you are Anastasia Sitnikov, correct?”

      Anastasia rolled her eyes. “Christ, stop calling me that in public. Just Anya is fine.”

      Jane jerked her head in a nod. “Okay then, Anya. I’m Detective Jane McKinley,” she said, holding out her hand.

      Jane held her breath as Anya simply stared at the proffered hand for a moment before barely giving the tips of Jane’s fingers a squeeze before dropping her own hand back to the table. It was abundantly clear that Anya didn’t want to talk to Jane. Jane’s understanding was that Anya was not at all involved in her brother’s criminal activities. The girl appeared to be more intelligent than her rebel co-ed appearance made it seem.

      “I’m here to talk to you about your brother.”

      Anya snorted, “Really? I wouldn’t have guessed.”

      “Sarcasm isn’t necessary, Anya. I just have a few questions.”

      Anya laughed out loud. “Of course you do, and yes it is. Without sarcasm I would probably be peeing myself right now.”

      Was Anya afraid Sitnikov might hurt her, or worse, if she was caught talking to a cop? Her detective’s heart sped up at the thought of a possible lead. Maybe Anya would be easier to break down than she thought. Jane tried to look gentle. It was a hard emotion for her to produce considering she had zero maternal instincts to get in touch with.

      “You don’t have to worry Anya,” she said soothingly. “Anything you say to me will be kept completely confidential. No one is going to hurt you.”

      “Oh, I’m not worried for myself, Janie,” Anya smiled. Jane flinched at the nickname. Her parents had called her Janie. She hated it. “I’m worried about what happens to you when my big brother discovers you searched me out and questioned me. He doesn’t take too kindly to any kind of threat to his sister. And while you don’t exactly pose a threat, he’s the shoot first and ask questions later kind of guy.”

      Jane sat up so straight her wooden chair scraped. Her slim hopes that Anya might cooperate flew out the window. She opened her mouth to speak, but Anya cut her off.

      “And no, I’m not threatening you, nor is my brother by extension. I’m giving you advice from one woman to another.” Anya took a long sip of her hot chocolate and said nonchalantly, “He secretly digs the professional ball-busting type. So if I were you, I would fly under the radar where Vlad is concerned. Way under if you know what I mean. Like, drop whatever it is you think you got on him because you won’t make anything stick. Oh, and never, ever mention this little incident to anyone. Not even your cop buddies, because you just know some of those little piggies have got to be in his pocket. This town likes to talk and it could easily get back to him. He would love to get his hands on someone like you. And trust me, you don’t want that.”

      Jane felt a pang of nervousness. Anya was unwittingly verbalizing her fears. Sitnikov would love to get his hands on Jane. She brought her facial expression swiftly under control, but Anya’s sharp eyes had picked up on her momentary panic.

      “You’ve already talked to him, haven’t you?” Anya asked shrewdly.

      Jane nodded, dropping her eyes from the younger woman’s. She didn’t need the astute Russian to pick up more than she already had. A blush heated Jane’s cheeks as she remembered the way Sitnikov had held her near naked body and threatened her in an elemental way.

      Anya stared at her, blazing blue eyes taking in every inch of Jane as though contemplating her in a new light.

      “Nice chatting with you,” Anya said brightly, grabbing her camo purse and standing up. “Take my advice and either lay off my brother or move to another city.” Anya paused, considering. “Maybe another country, just to be safe! Do svidaniya Jane.”
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